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THE ROUGH RIDERS

By

ROYAL

A.

PRENTICE

(Concluded)
The Cuban Campaign

On the morning of June 22nd, 1898, we awoke to find
ourselves close in shore, possibly a mile or a mile and a half
away. Extending out from the shore was a large iron pier
from which iron ore had formerly been loaded. Soon we
gathered our equipment consisting of a blanket rolled in a
half shelter tent, topped with a rubber poncho, with rations
rolled in the blanket, but I don't recall any item of food
that we carried. We had our leather sword belts to which
were attached mess kits, quart cup and canteen in addition
to our sabers; over· all we buckled our cartridge belts filled
with cartridges to which our .45 caliber six shooters were
holstered. Our carbines were carried in our hands. With this
load we crawled down the companion way and into small
boats which were rowed ashore, although some were towed
by small launches.
Before leaving the transport the Cruiser New York ran
in close to the shore and thoroughly shelled it, especially the
top of a high hill commanding the beach. On top of this hill
there was supposed to be a block house, but after the shelling
there was no block house to be seen, in fact the entire top of
the hill appeared to have been blown away, and we could
see the figures of men scurrying away from that vicinity
into the underbrush. There was no attempt made to prevent
our landing.
Upon reaching a wharf at the beach it was necessary to
jump from the boat onto the wharf while the boat was rising
and falling with the breakers a distance of six or eight feet.
We would wait until the boat reached the top of a wave,
then make a jump for the wharf where we all safely landed;
why none of us missed the jump is a miracle, in fact one
boatload of negro soldiers capsized and one trooper was
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drowned. We marched ).lp the beach and after our long
confinement on shipboard the camp at Baiquiri seemed very
attractive and we immediately began making a permanent
camp where a pleasant vacation could be spent, but we
overlooked one detail for we forgot to ask the Colonel
what he thought about the idea, and early the next afternoon
we were ordered to break camp preparatory to move up the
coast.
After landing, while looking around, Hugh and I captured
a scraggly old hen and located some sweet bell peppers, so we
had chicken soup for supper, the chicken meat itself was
too tough to chew. That night I was awakened by a heavy
body moving over me; I held my breath and Hugh, sensing
something wrong, asked me what was the trouble? At that
time the weight lifted and I told him a snake at least thirty
feet long had just crawled over me. He started to laugh it
off, but just then the thing started over him and with a yell
that aroused the camp we both went into the air. Lighted
matches convinced us that a prowling land crab has caused
the disturbance.
Leaving camp the next day, picks and shovels for trenching tools were issued and distributed, one each to every four
men. In our blanket rolls we packed our extra clothing,
razors, and items of that kind; and an item that I overlooked
mentioning previously was a haversack in which we stored
such canned goods as we could get hold of, together with a
supply of hardtack, and in addition I carried a 4 x 5 Eastman box camera. Most of us knew the value of a tin can to
be used in cooking and soon every trooper had a can with a
wire bail fastened somewhere on his load. All in all we must
have made a ludicrous appearance.
Finally we started on what later turned out to be a
forced march for twenty-five miles over mountain trails to
Siboney. We were supposed to rest ten minutes in every
hour, but towards the end of the march it seemed the hours
grew longer and the rest periods were non-existent. Of
course, we were in no physical condition for such a march
and it was not long before the men began to discard pieces
of equipment of which the first were the picks and shovels;
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but lightening the load helped but little in relieving the
excruciating pain in (mr legs as we stumbled forward. We
arrived at Siboney about dark.
My bunky Hugh Wright was put on duty as Sergeant
of the Guard and knowing that he was as worn out as
myself I decided to prepare a hot meal for both. We had been
issued unroasted green coffee in the berry and we had to
roast the coffee in our mess plates and then grind it in our
cups with the butts of our carbines; the resulting brew was
nothing to brag about. I had located some cornmeal and a
small piece of salt pork and out of these attempted to bake
a hoecake, but just as the cakes were placed on the fire a
regular cloudburst of rain struck us, putting out the fire and
changing the hoecakes into uncooked mush. Needless to say,
the dinner was a failure.
After the landing and until the fighting was over at
San Juan Hill we did not put up our shelter tents, but
simply laid down our ponchos and then rolled up in our
blankets in the water and mud and slept the sleep of the
just. We had been issued hammocks some place along the
line, but we did not use them in Cuba, nor do I remember
packing one, nevertheless upon discharge I found a canvas
hammock in my equipment.
Refreshed by a night's sleep we were all up before daylight the next morning and eager for the day's adventure.
The grapevine reported that the Spaniards were close by
and that we would see some fighting. In reconnoitering near
the camp some of the men had located a hogshead of rum
and upon reporting the find we moved over in a body and
filled our canteens, only to find out later that we had made
a terrible mistake for the extreme heat created a terrific
thirst which the fiery rum would not alleviate, and the first
call of every wounded man was for water, of which we had
not a drop; the result was that from that time on to the
surrender of the City of Santiago the men drank no liquor.
About the middle of the forenoon we were ordered to
move out of Siboney and after a short march we were
deployed along the edge of a little valley where we were told
to discard our equipment except firearms. On the opposite
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side of the valley we could see men moving about at a
distance of approximately two or three hundred yards. We
had never seen a Spaniard, nor did we know the type of
uniform they wore, but soon from across the valley there
came a series of volley firing, the most perfectly executed
that I ever heard. Luckily most of it was high and over our
heads; however, a few men were hit and it was pitiful to
hear their cries for water when we had only rum to give
them.
Word was passed along the line for us to hold our fire
as there was a force of Cubans between us and the Spaniards
and the Cubans were to engage the Spaniards first, but if
there were any Cubans in front of us they evidently did not
understand the part they were to play in the action as we
neither saw them nor did they engage the Spaniards. After
a while the firing died down, the Spaniards withdrew and
we dropped back to pick up our luggage only to find that the
Cubans had been there first and made off with almost all of
our equipment; later that day I retrieved a blanket, poncho
and haversack in which I found a good razor which I still
have. After that Cubans were no longer permitted to come
into our camp.
One of our boys was a mimic and spoke Spanish like a
native; he could put on an argument between two supposed
Cubans that was a delight to hear. On occasion he would
go over to some of our neighbor regiments and after dark
put on his show with the same result that is obtained by
poking a stick into a wasp's nest, those troopers would
come boiling out hunting Cubans all over the place.
Later in the day of our first skirmish one of our scouts
caught a Spaniard and brought back his coat for us to see,
it was of light cotton cloth with narrow blue and white
stripes, and this brings to mind our own uniforms which
consisted of reddish-brown jacket, shirt, trousers and leggings; also heavy cotton-fleeced underclothes, and these were
worn alternately as opportunity presented itself to launder
one or the other; We were badly in need of water and Hugh
and I walked down into the valley to examine a fringe of
brush that showed promise. On our way we met Richard
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Harding Davis and we took along his canteen, also borrowed
his pocket knife of which we were sadly in need. We found
a pool of water among the trees and we took turns standing
guard over each other as we slipped down the bank and
filled the canteens. Mr. Davis got his canteen back.
Leaving Las Guasimas after dark we marched in single
file in inky darkness over a muddy trail which ran alongside
a road over which troops and equipment were moving in the
blackness. At one point I slipped and fell under a horse;
a voice called out, "Look out Colonel, a man has fallen under
your horse!" Colonel Roosevelt answered, "Don't worry, no
horse will step on a Rough Rider." We finally reached camp
at the foot of a hill called "EI Poso" and were told that we
had been moved up to support a battery, which was very
encouraging, only no one knew what it meant.
After daylight our battery, located upon the hill above
us, commenced firing, using black powder which raised a
cloud of smoke which made a wonderful target. We sprawled
around for some time watching the battery fire and calculating the teriffic damage it must be doing, when suddenly
a shrill screech came over our heads and a shrapnel struck
the hill behind us and over the battery, and immediately the
air became filled with pieces of flying shrapnel as the Spaniards returned our fire. Of course, they had the exact range
on every. hill in that section and in a very few minutes they
had put our guns out of action. We moved around behind
the hill until the firing died down, but upon returning we
could see that our guns had been entirely knocked out; the
grapevine reported that out of one hundred and one men
serving the battery, only three got out alive. This was a new
angle to the War, different than what we had expected, as
for some reason we had considered that cannon, and the
men serving them, were invulnerable.
We then moved forward in a skirmish line out onto a
flat covered with tall grass near the San Juan River and
were directed to lie down. During all the time we were
under direct fire from Kettle Hill on our right, and San
Juan Hill in front of us. We kept waiting for orders but
none came, and after what seemed an interminable time
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word was passed down the line that we were to move forward. As I recall, some troopers of the Tenth Cavalry
(Colored) were lying near us and as we moved forward they
asked where we were going and on being told we were going
forward, they said they were going along and they joined
us. One of them came from Bowling Green, Kentucky, and
knew of my Bunky Hugh Wright, a son of Doctor Wright, .
and he immediately attached himself to Hugh and stayed
with us for several days acting as our Dog Robber.
We crossed the San Juan River and coming out in the
open we found Kettle Hill on our right from where the
Spaniards were enfilading us with a hot fire, so we turned
and drove the Spaniards back and took the hill. There we
rested for a short time and tested and reformed; in the
meantime a solid sheet of bullets and shells was coming
over the top of the hill, and it appeared that nothing could
live to get over the top. Word came for us to move forward,
but there was some hesitation. A hat raised above the brow
of the hill was immediately perforated with several holes,
then Colonel Roosevelt himself ordered a charge and he
started up the Hill with our Colors carried by Color Sergeant Wright; it made a picture never to be forgotten. The
men rallied behind the Colonel and the Colors and went over
the top, but in so doing we lost Clay Green and John
Robinson killed, Otto Menger and George Detamore badly
wounded, and a number of others who sustained lesser
wounds.
About that time Parker's Gatling Gun Battery had been
moved up to the front a short distance to our left and at
the foot of the hill. They opened fire upon the trenches of
San Juan Hill, to a great extent slowing down the fire from
that point. Farther to our left and between Kettle and San
Juan Hills lay a shallow pond and a number of Spaniards
running toward San Juan Hill plunged into· this pond,
rather than go around it; they made a splendid target and
I don't believe that any of the men that went into the pond
ever lived to get across it.
From El Poso there was a road leading down to a ridge
of San Juan Hill. After crossing the San Juan River and-

THE ROUGH RIDERS

35

traversing the flat below Kettle Hill, I glanced towards that
road and saw a balloon rise over the tree tops to a height
of fifty or a hundred feet, when it was shot down by shell
fire from San Juan Hill. The grapevine later reported that
the 71st New York was sent down this road, they were
armed with the old Springfield rifle using black powder and
at a point which they called the "Bloody Bend" an attempt
was made to deploy them off the road and into the fields, at
the same time they were ordered to commence firing, resulting in a great cloud of white smoke rising above their
position, then in order to make sure the Spaniards would
know their exact position, a signal corps sent up the observation balloon. What they expected to observe is a mystery
as they were right at the foot of San Juan Hill and both
sides knew all too well the position of the opposing sides.

The Capture of San Juan Hill
Crossing the valley between Kettle and San Juan Hills,
we started the climb up San Juan. It was hot, arduous work.
We fired as we climbed and my rifle barrel became so hot
that I was afraid to throw another cartridge into it from
the magazine, but luckily soon found another carbine that
had been dropped by some wounded trooper. When we
reached the top of the hill the Spaniards retired toward
Santiago. We stopped at a blockhouse and there found a
couple buckets of rice still cooking on a fire; someone suggested it had probably been poisoned and that it should not
be eaten, but poison or no poison we soon finished it up.
Ibelieve it was the next day that a number of the men had
managed to roast and pound a sufficient amount of coffee
to properly make up a five gallon bucket of coffee; we had
just completed boiling it when a Spanish bullet went through
the bucket not a half inch above the bottom, we rescued what
we could, but most of it was wasted. The Spaniards moved
back three hundred yards where they threw up trenches.
They accused the Americans of unfair practices because the
rules of war required troops to fire and fall back, but the
Americans fired and kept on going forward still firing. We
had with the army a Captain Bull, an English Army Ob-
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server, who reported that the American Army's tactics
were bad because we fought in extended order and fired at
will, and while firing, tried to hit what we were shooting at.
He claimed the proper method was to fight in close ranks,
shoulder to shoulder, firing only upon order. How soon the
fallacy of such tactics was demonstrated to the English in
the Boer War!
That night we slept on a slight rise back a little ways
from the edge of the Hill; as we were without blankets or
other covering, we suffered severely from the cold, nor were
we permitted to light fires for fear the enemy would find out
where we were! Early the next morning the Spaniards
commenced firing shrapnel and one shell burst immediately
over Colonel Roosevelt, but the slugs came on and wounded
a trooper from B Troop, who was on my right, and wounded
another trooper of an unknown troop on my left. I felt a
sharp blow on my stomach, but examination disclosed only
a red mark where a piece of shell had hit me, but for a few
moments I was sure I had nothing left but a backbone. The
day before we had learned that shrapnel is only dangerous
to those in front of it where its slugs spread out fanwise.
Soon a battery of our field artillery came up on the hill
behind us, unlimbered and prepared to fire a round and
then pull out, leaving a great cloud of smoke hanging over
us to draw the enemy's fire; a number of our men gathered
round and forcibly called their attention to the fact that
we were in no need of artillery support and they finally
moved away to do their firing at some other point on the
line. During the morning the grapevine reported that Gep.eral Shafter (Five miles in our rear) had ordered us to
fall back and abandon the Hill, saying we couldn't hold it.
Captain Muller came along the line and asked us what we .
thought and we told him we had taken the Hill and we
could hold it and we didn't intend to go back. Later we
learned our officers had signed a "Round Robin" signifying
their intention of remaining where we were on the Hill.
In an incredibly short time we had shallow trenches
dug which were a great protection, and later these were
dug to a depth so that they afforded complete protection.
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Advance trenches were also dug over the brow of the hill;
these advance trenches were but a few yards from the
Spanish advance trenches, and as most of our men spoke
Spanish it was but a few days until we had established
contact with the Spanish pickets resulting in a very profitable exchange of our canned beef for cigars. During these
.exchanges a truce was observed by both sides and no firing
took place until the signal was given, when for a few minutes
everyone blazed away knowing that no one would be hurt.
We were bothered during the day by shells from field
guns, and at times by shells that came from Cervera's Fleet,
but the latter did no damage as they passed over the Hill
and fell back of us in the valley; the field guns, however,
kept us in the trenches when we were on top of the hill.
The shelling took place only in the day time, so that at night
when making our exchanges with the Spaniards we were
not bothered. In order that we· might safely move around
on top, gunny or burlap sacks were brought up and we built
substantial breastworks of sand-filled sacks, while under
the brow of the hill at our rear we built bombproof shelters
out of coconut logs covered with dirt, all of which involved
some very heavy work
In the meantime the mule trains were bringing up boxes
of rifle ammunition so that every man had a big wooden
case of cartridges in front of him in the trenches, -but no
food was coming up and we were mighty hungry, having
to subsist on mangoes most of the time; but finally a train
arrived loaded with great slabs of salt pork interspersed
with sacks of sugar so we had stews made of salt pork cooked
with mangoes and flavored with sugar. We had one break,
however. One afternoon the First Illinois came by; they
were loaded down with canned goods and other supplies and
they were so tired they could hardly move. They asked us
if we knew where they were to camp and we gladly pointed
out to them a little hill over by the town of Caney, four or
five miles distant; that settled it and they began unloading
supplies which we were quick to gather in, but we nearly
had to fight them later as they moved on only a short distance a few hundred yards to the' end of our lines.
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Two light automatic machine guns had been given to
our Regiment, but they seemed to jam after a few shots and
were not very serviceable. We also had a dynamite gun
which most of the time managed to throw a five pound
dynamite shell a short distance in front of the gun where
it would explode; we gave that gun a wide berth. However,
one time it did very effective work. There was a large brick
building ,about five hundreds yards in front of us .with a
clump of trees at one end of the building, and over all an
immense Red Cross flag was flown. For a day or two we
were careful to direct our fire so that it would not reach
the building, but a concealed battery kept throwing shrapnel at us, and tracing the shells as best we could, they
seemed to come from the clump of trees under the Red Cross
flag. The Spaniards used smokeless powder and it was very
difficult to locate their batteries. On the day in question
the crew of the dynamite gun got it out and fired one shell;
it landed in the clump of trees with a terrific explosion and
we could see men, trees and debris sailing up in the air after
the shot together with parts of field guns, and after that we
were no longer bothered by shells from that quarter.
A field hospital had been set up some distance in our
rear and we tried to get our wounded men back to the hospital
as quickly and as comfortably as possible, but some of the
stretcher-bearers came back with word that the wounded
men were left outside the hospital tent, most of them without blankets, lying in the mud and rain; that the only attention being given them was the administration of large doses
of quinine; further that nearly every palm tree ,between the
front and the hospital held a Spanish sniper and they were
shooting down our stretcher-bearers and our wounded as
they went to the rear, and as well were firing on the hospital
corps and the wounded who were lying on the outside. I
went back with a detail to clear out the snipers and we began
by riddling every tree as we came to them; hunting was
good and it really gave us pleasure to see the snipers come
tumbling out of the tops of the palms. It was not long until
white rags began waving from palm tops all along the line
in front of us, the rags helped us considerably in making
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sure of our quarry. The snipers used a .50 caliber brass
covered dum-dum bullet which carried the kiss of death
no matter how slight the wound. After our trip we had
practically no trouble from snipers in our rear, although
we usually unloaded our carbines by firing them into the
palm tops which probably had a salutary influence upon
would be snipers.
.
.
Our men were pretty badly worked up over the reported
conditions at the hospital and there were many suggestions
indicating that a few lynchings might help conditions, in
fact a rope had been hidden in one corner of a bombproof
for use that night. It appeared, however, that the condition
had been reported to our officers and the grapevine reported
that a remedy would be applied immediately, and it was
done; nevertheless, the wounded men, if they were at all
able to handle themselves, preferred to remain on the line.
After we finished constructing our trenches, sandbag
breastworks, bomb shelters, etc., life at the front became
rather a matter of routine; regular details were maintained
in the advance and main trenches, and on occasion rifle
fire would break out and run along the line, to which .the
Spaniards promptly responded, but no particular damage
was done to either side.. For a few days the Spanish Fleet
threw shells over the hill from their big guns; we could. see
the specks representing the shells as they came toward us,
and the noise they made overhead was terrific, but the terrain
was such that the guns could only overshoot us. At one time
we were subjected to mortar fire, which the grapevine said
came from Morro Castle, in which they dropped old bolts
and small pieces of scrap iron. I saw an old monkey wrench
picked up from in front of the bombproof that had evidently been fired by a mortar, but after a few days we had
become so used to protecting ourselves, or rather not exposing ourselves, that we went about paying but little attention to the whistling of bullets and the screaming of shells
as they passed overhead. The Spaniards used a .25MM
Mauser cartridge, really a better gun than our 30-40 KragJorgensen. Our main problem was in getting something to
eat, and while searching the countryside we came across
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some Cuban ponies, starved and weak-looking little animals,
but in fact they had almost the stamina of a burro. Of
course, we appropriated a pony for each finder and we kept
them picketed, using barb wire for a picket rope, in suitable
locations in the brush, and these ponies saved us from having to walk many a weary mile.
A few days before the city of Santiago surrendered we
received word that the Spanish army was driving all civilians and non-combatants out of Santiago and the refugees
were moving into the town of EI Caney, a little town about
five miles from our lines. We had been issued cans of "Prime
Roast Beef," put up by some of our patriotic meat packers,
which was absolutely inedible even by our half-starved men,
but those refugees were in even worse condition than ourselves and were very grateful for the hundreds of cans of
beef that we handed out to them, with the hope on our part
that we were not handing them their death warrant. After
the surrender of the city most of these refugees straggled
back through our lines carrying staggering loads of household belongings upon the top of which there was usually
perched one or two little children. Having exhausted our
canned beef, we gave them hardtack until headquarters
ordered us away from their lines and directed that no more
food be given them.
We felt a great deal of respect for our Divisional, Brigade and Regimental officers; illness caused frequent
changes in the command so that at one time or another
practically every higher officer had a turn in high office.
These officers would ride along the lines keeping close watch
upon the enemy's movements, and with their mounted order- .
lies they made wonderful targets. Why they were not all
killed is a mystery. Before the fighting became hot the men
considered it a high honor and were anxious to obtain these
orderly positions, but later a few trips along the lines
through enemy fire caused a change of heart, and when the
orderlies for the day were being selected one could observe
the men becoming extremely busy, elsewhere. I don't remember where we were, but upon one occasion General
Wheeler visited the Regiment. There was no indication of
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"High-hat" on his part, he seemed to be just one of the
men, and ever afterwards we considered General Joe
Wheeler as our pet General.
I believe it· was the 3rd or 4th of July that we received
word that Cervera's Fleet had attempted to escape from
the harbor and that everyone of his battleships had been
sunk, with a loss of no ships and only three men from our
Fleet. Of course, we took this as a wild rumor, as we considered such a feat impossible. On another occasion we saw
the reception given Commander Hobson upon his return
to our lines and heard the story of his daring attempt at
bottling up the harbor. We were more impressed with the
bravery he and his men showed in this exploit when we
later steamed through the entrance to the harbor .and saw
his sunken ship; how men could survive such a voyage is a
mystery.
Finally we were told that a truce had been arranged
and this was followed by notice that the city would surrender, so on July 17, 1898, we were formed in line and
then sat upon the sand bags along the trenches until a great
white flag was unfurled near the large building that was
supposed to be a hospital where the Red Cross Flag had
previously been displayed, followed by the raising of the
Stars and Stripes above it. I don't recall any particular
demonstration on our part; we cheered for a few minutes,
were then dismissed and went about our usual mid-day business of trying to find something to eat. We considered the
taking of the city of Santiago as merely an incident in a
. campaign which involved, as we supposed, marching the
length of the Island for an, attack upon the City of Havana,
and our main concern was the gathering of such equipment
as we would need for such a long march, as our experience
had taught us that we would have to live off the country.

After the Surrender
The rainy season had arrived and the paths up and down
the hill to our quarters and the trenches became so wet and
slippery that at times we could not negotiate them, so
after a few days we were ordered to move over to a camp
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in the valley about five miles away near the town of EI
Caney. This camp was ideally located, on the banks of a
fine stream, and after clearing the brush away we put up
our pup tents in company streets, organized a troop kitchen,
arranged to do our laundry down by the stream, and in general busied ourselves with whatever we could find to do,
among other things we brought boards from the block house
on the hill above tis and used them for floors in our tents;
however, our tents were so short that when we laid down
our feet would be sticking outside, but it made little difference as our clothing was wringing wet for twenty-four hours
a day.
When ordered to move, we gathered our ponies, loaded
our equipment upon them, and marched over to the new
camp with but little effort; however, after staking out our
horses a 'number of Cubans arrived at camp and complained
that the horses belonged to them and that we had stolen
them. This was not true for we had merely appropriated
animals that we found running loose, but headquarters put
out an order directing us to turn the horses over to the
owners and further providing penalties for anyone caught
in possession of a pony. We dutifully turned them over to
their supposed owners, but within a day or two we were
enabled to ride again on our foraging expeditions, although
we had to stake the ponies a considerable distance from the
camp. They came in very handy later when we were given
permission to visit the City of Santiago.
At EI Caney we had a downpour of rain nearly every
day and the land was so flat that it was almost impossible
to drain it, with the result that tlJ.e camp became a lake and
the brush that we had cleared away for our tents grew up
in a week to the extent that the tents were completely hidden. We were ordered to boil the water from the stream
before drinking it, but were rather lax about obeying until
we went to the town of EI Caney above us and there saw
the women of the town washing their clothes in the stream.
Our tents, equipment, clothing and ourselves were wet day
and night and the troopers began coming down with malaria
or Dengue fever. All of us took a tablespoon of quinine once
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or twice a day, we having become so used to quinine that
normal doses had no effect. Our uniforms were worn threadbare and were badly torn and ragged, and even though we
alternated between uniforms and underwear it helped but
little as everything was in wretched condition. The .grapevine kept our spirits up with the news that we would ship
to Porto Rico, and after that was taken we would go on
and join in the attack on Havana to which we looked forward as one that would really test our metal.
After the surrender the troops were divided into platoons
and passes issued with permission to visit the city. I don't
remember whether we had been issued new uniforms at that
time, but I hope so for the good repute of the American
army. Upon the occasion of the visit of my platoon we
visited the Cathedral, what had been the public market, but
principally turned our. attention to the cantinas; but the
recollection of our baptism with fiery rum was still so poignant that but little alcohol was consumed, other than warm
beer. I do recall, however, encountering a bottle of absynthe,
a new drink on me then and we bought several bottles expecting to take them to camp, but we had not counted upon
the guards stationed along. the road. The usual challenge:
"Who goes there?" answered by "A friend with a bottle,"
"Advance, friend, and present the bottle!" Before we got
to camp, goodbye bottles.
On the docks we saw piles of quarters of beef lying out
in the sun, yet apparently not spoiling and the packers
claimed it was not embalmed. What some people will do for
money! During the evening we stopped at the Venus Cafe
for dinner which was fair, but we particularly enjoyed a
large, juicy steak-later we found that it was horsemeat.
The price of the dinner was twenty dollars a plate, but that
mattered little for from some unknown source we had been
supplied with pocketsfull of "College Money," or "Stage
Money." Where it came from I never knew; however; it was
legal tender in Santiago for a short time until Headquarters
heard of it when strict orders were issued preventing its use,
but it made little difference as' we could find nothing worth
buying as the Spaniards had already cleaned out the shops.
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Finally we were ordered to pack our equipment and move
into Santiago there to take a transport for some unknown
destination. While in camp at EI Caney we were issued limitless cans of fine tobacco.· I remember the brand name
"Golden Scepter" and was told that we all must smoke as
itwas considered a disinfectant. We built a pipe out of the
trunk of a large bamboo from which we ran smaller bamboo
. pipes to various tents and we took turns keeping the pipe
lighted while the rest enjoyed a smoke in the comfort of
their tents. Those who smoked cigarettes had great difficulty
in obtaining cigarette papers, and the owner of a roll of
toilet tissue was considered a man of great wealth. The song
A Hot Time in the Old Town had been adopted as our Regimental Song and no gathering was complete until that song
was sung.
Arriving in Santiago we went aboard the transport
Miami; it was apparently a large tramp steamer upon which
a shedlike superstructure had been built, but there was much
more room upon it than there had been upon the Yucatan.
Most of the troopers were ill with malaria or Dengue fever,
but there was little or no complaint as all tried to appear
in good health in order not to miss the coming campaign,
but they were an emaciated, yellow-complexioned body of
men who at times shivered and shook with cold tremors,
alternating with hours of burning fever.
Leaving our equipment upon. the transport we went up
into the city and there picked up several healthy fights with
some U. S. Sailors which made everyone feel pretty good.
Several of the men bought bottles of liquor with the idea
of mixing quinine in it to ward off the chills and fever, but
evidently the liquor was more potent than the quinine,
causing a feeling that all the world was a brotherhood; this
particularly applied to the ship's boiler and engine crew
and when it came time to leave next morning the ship's captain found he had no steam, no engines, and no one to operate
the ship. Colonel Roosevelt asked us to turn over all the
liquor we had; this was done and it was not long before we
were under way, although the ship certainly traveled a
wobbly course.
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The Bay of Santiago is simply beautiful, entirely landlocked and apparently a wonderful harbor. As we sailed
down the Bay towards the entrance we passed the Spanish
ship Reina Mercedes which the Spaniards had beached in an
attempt to bottle up the harbor, and a little farther .on we
passed the masts and funnel of Hobson's Merrimac where
they were sticking above the surface of the water; then
we came to the entrance, on one side Morro Castle and on
the other a fortification that I believe was called Cerro
Gordo, but in any event the entrance to the harbor was so
narrow that one could easily have tossed a stone from the
ship to the shore on either side. How Hobson managed to
get through without being blown out of the water is beyond
understanding. As we steamed away from the harbor entrance we could see the wreck of one of Cervera's ships as
it lay beached where it had 'burned, upon its decks we could
see white spots which we took to be Spanish sailors who
had been killed.
As we sailed north day after day it became apparent
that we were going home, evidently there to recuperate for
the Havana Campaign. During the voyage one of the men
died and was buried at sea; the ceremony was more im-:pressive to our New Mexico men than had been the services
attending the burial of the men killed at Kettle Hill and San
Juan Hill, as we were quite familiar with the sight of men
killed by gunshot and their subsequent burial in coffinless
graves.
Upon nearing Montauk Point, Long Island, we were met
by a fleet of small boats and informed that peace negotiations had started and that apparently the war was over.
There was no rejoicing over this news as we had become
accustomed to the rough life of the campaign and had come
to love it together with the spice of adventure and the fellowship of our comrades. The grapevine reported that our
sickness was a form of yellow fever and not malaria; that
a medical officer would inspect us and if he found any sick
they would be sent back to Cuba. The further information
was given that limes were used as a remedy for the disease
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and' as there was a good supply of limes on board everyone
was soon busy sucking lime juice.
Upon arrival at our anchorage a medical officer came
on board, we were all lined against the rail, every man
surreptitiously sucking a lime, while he made his inspection.
I stood next to a water barrel and managed to wet my
neckerchief and put it on my head under my hat; the officer
came py, stopped, told me to open my mouth and remarked
that I had taken good care of my teeth and passed on. What
a relief! Luckily at the time I was enjoying the fever stage
instead of the cold, shivering, teeth-chattering stage.

The Final Gathering
Upon coming to anchor off Montauk Point, Long Island,
we could see near us the old time luxury liners St. Paul
and St. Louis which I believe had been converted into auxiliary cruisers, while upon the beach a sort of landing stage
had been rigged up. In the distance we could see the Life
Saving Station, but what did not appear so attractive between the landing stage and the foot of the cliff were several
hundred yards of cobble strewn beach over which it was
a real hardship for us to walk in our weakened condition
while loaded down with our equipment. Upon arriving at
the foot of the bluff we found a gang of men building a road
leading to the plains above; they wore an insignia on their
collars which was new to us, it was a castle. Upon inquiring
to what outfit they belonged, they said they were "Engineers," and further volunteered the information that their
duties consisted in laying out the company streets for us
to dig up and in supervising us while we erected the tents,
~dug the holes for latrines, smoothed out irregularities in the
parade grounds and a few other incidentals of like character.
Needless to say that when we arrived at camp we found
that the engineers had already done such work for us, but
the antagonism aroused by what to them was a joke, but
to us was supposedly a bitter truth, has remained with me
to this day at the sight of the Engineer's Castles.
At Camp Wikoff we found our horses and the men who
had been left at Tampa to take care of them and after several
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days there was some attempt at holding mounted drills, but
the men were so ill that there was but little spirit shown.
In the mornings we rode our horses down to the beach and
into the surf which was very refreshing, the horses especially seemed to enjoy it after the first day. A day or so
after our arrival I was away from camp over at the horse
lines when sick call sounded, and upon my return found
not a soul in. camp, but in calling at the hospital I found
every last man upon a cot, enjoying clean sheets with good
food and all the soda water they could drink. Someone had
to stay in camp and that lonesome duty fell to me, in the
meantime great army wagons arrived each morning loaded
with bread which they deposited in our commissary, and the
Borden Company left dozens of cans holding five gallons of
good rich milk,' and other supplies were delivered in proportionate amounts. It seemed such a pity to waste all this food
when we had been so badly in need of only a small part of
it such a short time before.
It seemed that the troopers had taken up permanent
quarters at the hospital, but an invitation was received from
the citizens of New York City to pay them a visit and word
was sent to the hospital that the men there could· not go
as they were too ill to stand the trip. The effect was magical,
immediately every trooper was back on duty and ready to
go, and go we did, and not even "Queen for a Day" ever received entertainment the like of that extended to us by the
City. The next morning my buddy and I awoke in a suite
of rooms in one of the leading hotels and upon ringing we
were told to stay in bed until our breakfast could be served,
after which we were shown about the Gity and then put on
board our train to return to camp. .
.
Later furloughs were given to those who wished them
and I used mine 'to visit relatives at my birthplace in Milford, near Cooperstown, New York, and when leaving for
camp they. showered me with special 'cheeses, cakes, pies,
candies and other good things to eat sufficient to treat the
entire Regiment.
.
Upon returning to camp I found that rumors were going
around that Colonel Roosevelt wished to take the Regiment
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to New York City for a parade and that if we made a good
showing at the next mounted drill, we would get to go. As
Colonel Roosevelt states in his book, most of us had never
seen a larger city than Santa Fe, nor a larger body of water
than the Pecos River at flood, but having spent a few days
in the city and recalling the traffic congestion, the surface
cars, the elevated railroads with their piers in the middle of
the streets, and knowing something of the temper of our
mounts, the prospect was not alluring. I don't believe there
was any discussion of the subject, but the next drill period
should go down in history; the horses simply would not form
a line, nor could they be brought into columns of fours such
as would be necessary for a parade, in fact horses were
scattered all over the landscape bucking and pitching as
though they had never been ridden before. That settled it;
the parade idea was abandoned.
Life in camp became quite monotonous, the weather was
perfect although the ocean breeze was quite cool and we
were kept busy moving our cots out into the sun, where
soon it became too hot, then back into the tent where it was
too cold. Many of the men amused themselves by teaching
their horses to do ,tricks, at which some of the horses became
very proficient. Some of the regular cavalry regiments had
outlaw horses which they could not ride and our broncho
busters took them in hand and rode and broke them, and
this furnished considerable excitement and in addition increased the bank balance of our riders and others in the
Regiment who were willing to wager that our men could
ride any of their horses, and this was a sure thing for they
were never able to find a horse that our men couldn't ride.
After about a month at Montauk Point we were directed
to begin making up our musterout rolls, gather and check
saddles, bridles, carbines, six shooters, and all such equipment preparatory to turning it in.
The Regiment had three mascots with them at Camp
Wikoff, one a mountain lion named Josephine which belonged to the Arizona squadron: another, a bald eagle named
Teddy which belonged to the New Mexico squadron, and
the third a little mongrel pup called Cuba which belonged

THE ROUGH RIDERS

49

to everyone; only the dog was permitted to accompany us
to Cuba. Teddy had a perch on our company street and each
day it would go for a long flight, but always returned to its
perch. Josephine was kept in a cage, but objected to confinement arid at every opportunity she broke out, and if it
happened to be at night the entire camp was torn up in
our efforts to recapture her. One moonlight night· I was
awakened by an unearthly yell comIng from my Bunky who
was sleeping on a cot on the opposite side of the tent, and
at the same time the tent came down upon us accompanied
by the wildest sort of pandemonium, mixed with yells,
snarls, and scratches; Josephine had gotten loose and entered our tent where we had some cake stored and for some
reason she placed her paws upon Sergeant Wright's cot and
looked down in his face, at which time he awakened with
disastrous results to all of us.
We piled our equipment in the street and listened to a
sermon by Chaplain Mills, and later to a farewell address
by Colonel Roosevelt; in the meantime a collection had been
taken up from the men, all of whom were· eager to contribute, and some of the officers persuaded Frederick Remington to model a statuette "The Bronco-Buster," and this
was appropriately presented to the Colonel at a ceremony
wherein the Regimental Colors were displayed on one side
of a hollow square formed by the men, with the Colonel in
the center where all could see and hear. The Colonel was
visibly affected at this evidence of the affection which the
men had for him, and his words of appreciation served to
draw·all of us into a bond of love and respect for each other
which has continued to grow in our hearts during all of
these fifty years.·
.
Recollections
Following discharge and dispersal to our homes we suffered, to a greater or less degree, from Jungle Fever in the
form of malaria, Dengue·fever, and jaundice which, in my
own case, gave me its attention for many months for twentyfour hours a day: two hours of raging fever, a half hour
respite, then two hours of shivering, blue-lipped, blue-fingered, shaking cold. I finally went back to the Hot Country
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down on the Isthmus and there found some relief.
In June 1889 the Rough Rider's Association was formed
at Las Vegas, New Mexico, at which time Colonel Roosevelt and practically all, of the officers and men were in attendance. I heard recently that it was at this meeting the
Veterans of Foreign Wars was organized, or at least that
the V. F. W. grew out of this Reunion. Annual Reunions
were held thereafter in various sections of the country, but
circumstances did not permit my attendance, although reports were received of splendid meetings combined with
royal entertainment. However, I was privileged to attend
the Fiftieth Reunion held at Prescott, Arizona, in June,
1948. I feel sure the Colonel, if he had been present, would
have· been proud of his comrades. All men over seventy
years of age, most of them successful business and professional men, and all of them of the highest repute in their
various 'communities, but their numbers are decreasing only
too rapidly.
(The end)

